On the Margin of Moscow
The Physcultur Parade, one of the three great demonstrations
of the year, the other two being the May Day Parade and the
anniversary of the October Revolution. The Arcade Building
opposite the Kremlin is hung with great faces of Lenin and
Stalin and with pictures of runners and hurdlers so crude that
they would disgrace an American billboard. The slogan, "Ready
for Labor and Defense!"
The whole thing was quite different and more impressive
than any American parade I had ever seen* For one thing, more
people take part: there were a hundred and fifteen thousand
men, women and children, and it took them six hours to file by
or perform before the reviewing stand. They all wore white
shorts and white athletic shoes and socks and all had short round
legs, and at a distance it was almost impossible to tell the women
and the men apart. The principal colors were red, white and
blue, with occasional variations of yellow and green, and the
costumes, which were perfectly simple, had been designed with
excellent taste. A band which seemed as big as a regiment
played the same simple march from the film "Merry Fellows'5
over and over again.
They began with "The International." Before the little
lined-up round legs,^a plain black car smoothly passes: in it are
the head of Physcultur, standing up with his arm raised in
salute, and Stalin and two other officials, dressed in plain white
suits. A cheer like a wave goes around the Square.
Then the parade begins to pass. To an American, it seems
a little comic to have a sports parade on this scale, or indeed to
have a sports parade at all. We take tennis and basketball and
bicycling and swimming and shooting for granted. It seems to
us we have always been doing these things. But the Russians
have only just got them. Before, under the old regime, they
were pastimes of the privileged classes. And it is only since
the Revolution, with the foundation of proletarian athletic clubs,
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